














INT. LIVING ROOM - DAY

A home video shows a group of CHILDREN running wildly around 
in birthday hats, not paying any attention to COLIN (20s), a 
shaggy surfer-type with enough energy to fuel his own planet, 
currently dressed as a clown.

He juggles colored balls-

COLIN
Woooahhh!! Woahhh! I'm gonna drop 
them! Look out!

-but they couldn't care less. He wobbles and fake-trips his 
way around the room, entertaining only himself.

EXT. BACKYARD - DAY

Colin hangs upside down from a tree branch, his face red from 
blood. The camera is turned so he looks like he is rightside 
up- his hair standing on end. He speaks directly to us.

COLIN
Hello, I am THE Colin Watson, and I 
want YOU-

He points a finger right at us.

COLIN (CONT’D)
To send me to Mars... now, why me?

EXT. HILLS - DAY

Still hanging upside down, though its unclear from what-

COLIN
I actually grew up in a place just 
like the Red Planet- Utah. Out 
here, we joke we might as well be 
on Mars... because of the 
landscape.

He spreads his arms out to his sides, showcasing the green, 
hilly surroundings.

EXT. FARMHOUSE - DAY

He hangs upside down, holds a cowboy hat on his head.

Behind him, various barnyard paraphenalia, including a barrel 
of water.
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COLIN
I've grown up sourcing my water 
from the big guy upstairs- via 
rain! And making 100% of my own 
electricity. WHAT? YOU CAN MAKE 
ELECTRICITY? Yes sir. Can and do!

EXT. BARN - DAY

He hangs upside down in front of oblivious grazing cows-

COLIN
Out here my farm is self-
sustaining. What does that mean? It 
means (some sort of Western movie 
accent) "we don't need no one's 
help". That's right- we SUSTAIN 
ourSELVES. Get it? "What? No 
grocery store? Uh.. no water 
store?" Nope! Just me and my farm!

EXT. FIELD - DAY

He hangs upside down in front of a pile of boulders, holds a 
yellow hard hat on his head.

COLIN
Here on our farm, we also get to 
blow stuff up. "Oh, there're big 
scary rocks in our way? We can't 
plant here?" Well, let's blow them 
up! Now why is this important for 
Mars, you ask? Other than providing 
entertainment? (Who needs TV!) You 
see on Mars, you may need to dig a 
hole to survive radiation-

He holds up a stick of dynamite.

COLIN (CONT’D)
-and if you think a shovel will get 
through billion-years worth of 
baked rock- you're insane!

He fumbles the dynamite, drops it on the ground. He makes a 
face like a scared cartoon character-

a fake-looking computer generated explosion bursts orange in 
front of him-
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EXT. FIELD - DAY

Colin hangs upside down as bees buzz around him- he wears a 
white protective bee-keepers suit- behind him, bee hives dot 
the landscape.

COLIN
If you've ever needed a whole lotta 
flowers to start growing real 
quick, you know you're gonna need 
bees. Well you're in luck- I'm a 
certified apiarist- that's fancy-
speak for bee whisperer!

He pulls on his face mask- but can't get it to come off. He 
tries to pull himself up from upside down, but the blood rush 
zaps his strength. 

He panics, grasps for the camera, can't reach, pulls on the 
face mask, can't get it off- struggles-

A furious upside-down struggle until his legs slip off- he 
collapses on the ground.

He sits up, red-faced, dazed and confused from the blood-loss 
to his brain.

COLIN (CONT’D)
..Uh... I'm not sure how they'll... 
get bees to Mars yet but... when 
I'm voted on to Mars One.. the 
first, uh.. the first thing I'll do 
is... I'll..first make sure the 
technology is up and running...Uh.. 
bees are the future... yellow and 
uh, black and fuzzy...

EXT. BACKYARD - DAY

Colin hangs upside down- on the ground below him, several 
broken things- a toaster, a vase, a radio- wires hanging out 
and on the ground. His enthusiasm restored-

COLIN
I can make or fix about anything-

He reaches over his head for the wires, picks them up, and 
twists them together.

COLIN (CONT’D)
I specialize in things that are not 
considered fixable. 
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Imagine if you're on Mars and your 
spaceship breaks. Uh-oh! I guess 
we're stuck here forever! Except 
luckily Colin is here- and he can 
fix ANYTHING.

EXT. BACKYARD - DAY

Colin hangs, holding empty plastic milk jugs in his hands.

Behind him, blue recycling bins.

COLIN
Also, I'm good at recycling!

He tosses the milk jugs behind him at the bins- they land 
somewhere nearby.

INT. KITCHEN - DAY

Colin hangs, somehow, above a Formica kitchen counter with 
two beakers on it.

He dumps the contents of one beaker into the other. The 
mixture bubbles.

COLIN
-and finally- I LOVE science!

The mixture bubbles over, spills onto the counter- the acid 
eats through the counter immediately, it spills over onto the 
floor.

EXT. BARN - DAY

Colin sits, rightside up, in front of the red barn.

COLIN
Life on Mars is upside down and 
backwards- that's why I shot my 
video upside down and answered the 
questions backwards! And now- the 
FIRST question- why do you want to 
go to Mars?

He leans close to the camera.

COLIN (CONT’D)
I. WANT. TO. GO. TO. MARS. 
BECAUUUUUSE....

He beats a drum roll on his pant legs...
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EXT. BEDROOM - DAY

Colin hangs upside down off his bed, but this time the camera 
stays rightside up, so he looks upside down, the blood 
rushing to his face.

COLIN
I have dreamed about going to Mars 
my entire life. I wanted to go to 
Pluto until I heard it wasn't a 
planet. I only shoot for the stars- 
well, planets, though- so Mars was 
obviously the next best thing. It's 
red. It's rocky. All my favorite 
things. I think to myself, "why 
not?" and then I know it's the 
right decision.

He flips around onto his stomach- a sickening head-rush 
causes him to dry heave a moment-

COLIN (CONT’D)
Ach! For the love of..!

He holds his head.

COLIN (CONT’D)
When I see that little red dot in 
the sky, and I know it's an actual 
place, I just have to go. I. HAVE. 
TO. GO. There's only so many things 
you can blow up on Earth.

Out the window of his bedroom, a mushroom cloud explosion 
from somewhere in the field. 

Colin glances over his shoulder at it nonchalantly, then 
glances at his watch- explosion time already? 

He gives a peace sign to the camera. Nods solemnly.

COLIN (CONT’D)
Vote for Colin Watson. Peace out.

BLACK.

END.
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EXT. PARK - DAY

An empty park, a bird-chirping spring-type day. In the 
distance, two LARPERS, AMY and TRINA (30s), dressed in Robin 
Hood meets The Hobbit outfits, sword-fight.

It’s an epic choreographed slightly-faster-than-molasses 
duel, grunts and ‘ah-ha’s!’ included. 

When it appears Trina has been beat, she limps toward the 
camera- set on a picnic table- swings her sword proudly, 
winks at us.

TRINA
I let her win...

With a Scottish accent, Trina stage-whispers with the barely-
contained excitement of Crocodile Dundee.

TRINA (CONT’D)
You know, it’s funny how things 
turn out. 

Trina glances back at Amy air-dueling in the distance.  

TRINA (CONT’D)
Yesterday I was building an empire, 
today I’m asking you to send me to 
Mars... Now why do I want to go to 
Mars, you ask?

She ducks to avoid an imaginary sword attack.

TRINA (CONT’D)
Easy. I think it’s time humans grow 
some balls and admit we’re due for 
a new adventure- it’s time to start 
civilization somewhere else. 
Expand. Conquer. Rule. 

Trina leans casually on her sword. 

TRINA (CONT’D)
I’m not afraid to leave behind 
family, friends, nor acquaintances, 
though over time I have come to 
feel more fond of them and them of 
I. 

She glances back at Amy, somersaulting in the background. 

TRINA (CONT’D)
That’s Amy, my girlfriend. 
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Amy somersaults into a defensive pose against an imaginary 
enemy. Trina gets confidentially closer to the camera-

TRINA (CONT’D)
She wanted to apply this round but 
I said she should wait- join me on 
the other side when she’s finished 
her tasks here on earth. We’re 
really close to launching the 
Kingdom... Our role-play board 
game. I was the brains, she’s the 
body, the salesman of the group. 
Everyone knows it. So that’s why 
she has to stay behind now, and I 
have to go. 

Trina air-duels against an imaginary opponent. 

TRINA (CONT’D)
I’m the... perfect candidate for 
Mars One because... I’ve practiced 
living in isolation. For two weeks 
over Spring Break... Amy and I 
locked ourselves in the apartment 
and... never left... never even.. 
opened a window....

Trina catches her breath, hands on her knees. 

TRINA (CONT’D)
I did start to go kinda nuts, but 
luckily the... game we invented... 
The Kingdom... it has to be played 
in two to... three week straight 
stints depending on if you... buy 
the extra levels pack so... we just 
focused... on that... I’m more 
de......termined than ever... Amy’s 
actually been really... supportive 
so... I’ve been thinking.. every 
audition video needs its one big 
gesture, well, here it goes-

She jogs away from the camera far back to where Amy air-
duels. 

Trina avoids an overhead sword swing from Amy, then gets down 
on one knee.

We can’t hear what she says- it looks imploringly earnest-

Amy flings her sword to the ground, turns and stomps away 
angrily... leaving Trina on one knee.
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Trina stumbles to her feet, watches Amy’s figure disappear in 
the distance... 

The show must go on- Trina picks up both her and Amy’s 
swords, drags them back to the camera.  

As if nothing ever happened...

TRINA (CONT’D)
Uh... and the last question I’m 
supposed to answer... um...what’s 
something fun about me?.. Well, 
uh.. I’d say... 

She kicks at the dirt, stabs her sword into the grass.

TRINA (CONT’D)
I guess like... uhhhgh...mostly in 
a fantasy boffer setting, I guess, 
uh... I have strengths in delving 
heavily into the role-play setting, 
but I can also hold my end in a 
medium combat setting as well so... 
that’s fun...

She runs a hand over Amy’s sword lovingly. 

TRINA (CONT’D)
At the last event, I used my kit to 
cover Amy’s sword in blood and 
guts... it was awesome.. It’s not 
hard, you just use a latex putty 
and then I recommend Ben Nye blood 
products because of their staying 
power, plus you can mix them and do 
all kinds of blood- like you know, 
if the blood is fresh or old or 
leaking from scars..

Trina fakes a few half-hearted stabs with Amy’s sword at her 
invisible opponent, gazes again at the direction Amy left in. 

TRINA (CONT’D)
I also do scars pretty well... I’ve 
got a variety of skin prosthetics 
on hand so if you’re doing a 
standard evil mark or like a scale 
patch, demonic skin carving, stab 
wound, entrance or exit, uh...
elf ears... I do those pretty good 
but they always get lost and people 
forget to bring them back...
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She leans in real close to the camera- gets our full 
attention with some misplaced rage-

TRINA (CONT’D)
And actually, I’d like to issue a 
public service announcement while 
you’re here-

She shakes her fist at us. 

TRINA (CONT’D)
If you’ve borrowed my elf ears at 
an event and haven’t brought them 
back... I’m serious, you’ve gotta 
bring them back like for real... 
elf ears don’t grow on trees... 
except maybe in the Kingdom...

She steps back, both swords in her hands. She attempts to 
fling them both into the air to catch them- one hits her on 
the head, she cowers as the other thuds onto the ground.

TRINA (CONT’D)
Also The Kingdom will be out in 
board game format in a few months 
to a year probably, so keep an eye 
out for that.

Two hands on her hips, chest puffed out, she breaths heavily, 
trying to catch her breath.

TRINA (CONT’D)
Until then! Vote for Trina Turner! 
That’s TREEEEna- NOT Tina. T-R-I-N-
A. For Mars One. 

She nods. Another glance to where Amy disappeared- she leans 
over- her face fills the screen as she fumbles with the 
camera switch-

BLACK.

END.
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INT. BEDROOM - DAY

The screen transitions with an iris effect from black-

SAMIR SINGH (30), a thickly-bearded south-Indian with a sweet 
fatherly smile and a Sikh dastar sits at his computer desk in 
a sunny room.

He bows to us- speaks in a soft, lulling tone. 

SAMIR
Satnam, fellow Earthlings. I, Samir 
Singh, want to be a Martian now. 

He leans off his chair to a light switch- lets his hand hover 
over the switch. 

SAMIR (CONT’D)
To answer your excellent question, 
why do I want to go to Mars-

He switches the light off.

His ceiling glows with glow-in-the-dark stick-on stars and 
planets- the kind we all had for about a year when we were 8 
until they peeled off one by one. 

SAMIR (CONT’D)
Going into the space is my 
childhood dream, and Mars One-

The lights flick back on. He smiles at us. 

SAMIR (CONT’D)
- is my childhood future... I know 
it comes at the cost of leaving 
Earth forever-

A small Earth globe drops from a string attached to the 
ceiling above his head, sways. 

Samir makes an exaggerated face of fear, then rockets his 
rolling desk chair backwards, pretending to reach for the 
earth globe as he zooms away from it. 

SAMIR (CONT’D)
(calling from cupped 
hands)

-but the future belongs to those 
who follow their dreams!

He squinches himself forward in the chair with his feet.. 
one.. foot.. at..a..time.. 
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maintaining eye contact and his fixedly sweet smile. After 
eons- he’s back at the computer screen. 

He leans forward, serious. 

SAMIR (CONT’D)
(whispering)

But listen- the mission is not only 
about me. It carries the hope and 
expectation of a whole humanity to 
find a new home in the universe. 

EXT. BEACH - DAY

Samir, in a bathing suit, lounges on the beach. He looks up 
at the camera, fake-surprised to see it there.

SAMIR
Will our new home be ‘liquidy’ like 
this?

He sweeps a hand to introduce the sea like Vanna White. 

EXT. FOREST - DAY

A vast, tangled forest- with glimpses of industrial buildings 
through the trees. 

SAMIR (O.S)
Or have vegetation like this?...

He is nowhere to be seen.

SAMIR (CONT’D)
Up here!

We look up- above us, he perches in a low tree, waves 
excitedly.

EXT. PARKING LOT - DAY

Samir sits on the gravel in a parking lot- the camera looks 
down at him so we can’t see the cars around him. 

SAMIR
Or will it be rocky and 
uninhabitable like this?...

He sifts gravel through his palm, watches it fall, then 
glances back up at the camera, shields his eyes from the sun. 
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SAMIR (CONT’D)
Well it won’t be uninhabitable, or 
we wouldn’t be there, but-

A car drives up right behind him, a car door ricochets open, 
he throws an arm up to protect his head-

SAMIR (CONT’D)
AGH!

Camera cuts to black. 

INT. BEDROOM - DAY

Same set-up in front of the computer. Samir has a bandage 
around the hand that blocked the car door.  His sweet smile 
is- perhaps?- a bit more forced. 

SAMIR
Why am I such a good candidate? I 
am the most well-rounded person-

The earth globe drops down in front of him, raps the top of 
his head. 

SAMIR (CONT’D)
Hey!

He directs his gaze to someone above the camera, sincerely 
annoyed. 

SAMIR (CONT’D)
Come on, Chandresh, who are you 
kidding now? You’re just supposed 
to press the button, that’s all I 
ask.

The globe bobs back up out of frame. Samir focuses on the 
screen again-

SAMIR (CONT’D)
Why am I such a good candidate?

CUT TO:

- an image of a widely-smiling Samir in a tracksuit 
photoshopped over a busy “electronics?” workshop- the kind 
filled with wires and sparks and who knows what they’re 
building.

3.

(c) WOMPUS PRINT, LLC 2018



SAMIR (V.O.)
I have many skills in 
electronics...

CUT TO:

The same image of Samir photoshopped over a busy college 
computer lab.

SAMIR (V.O.)
And skills in computers...

CUT TO:

That gorgeous tracksuited image of Samir photoshopped over a 
stock photo for “math class”- a chalkboard filled with 
Einstein-like math equations- a studious looking professor 
writing in the background.

SAMIR (V.O.)
...and, who could forget... math.

EXT. AIR - DAY

Silent footage of a screaming Samir sky-diving, attached to 
an instructor, from the perspective of the course-included 
camera in his helmet- purchased later for the additional 
price of $59.99. 

SAMIR (V.O.)
Also, I am a national level sports 
person, which defines me as an 
adventurous and highly adaptable 
person. 

INT. BEDROOM - DAY

On the floor in his room, Samir is bent into a complicated 
inverted yoga pose. 

He peeks out from underneath his own armpit-

SAMIR 
I also do yoga, which makes me 
flexible... and wise.  

He shuts his eye. Takes a deep breath, followed by an 
enlightened sigh. 
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INT. SCHOOL THEATRE - NIGHT

Home-video footage of a school talent show- the stage set up 
with a home-made banner reading “YEAR END TALENT SHOW”. 

Tall, lanky Samir “dances” (can we call it that? Not 
really...) his way onto the stage- his moves look more like 
he has fire ants crawling up his pants. 

SAMIR (V.O.)
Something fun about me? That is 
easy. I am very very funny. I can 
do impressions of many people. 

On stage- Samir stumbles across the stage, waving his hands 
in front of him and “slipping” on an imaginary banana peel.

SAMIR (V.O.)
Mr. Bean is my favourite, oh my 
goodness, he is sooo funny. My 
favourite is when he pretends he 
can’t breathe in the perfume aisle-

On stage, Samir waves “perfume” away from his nose, drops to 
his hands and knees, gasps for breath, tries to crawl across 
the stage. 

SAMIR (V.O.)
That is sooo funny. On Mars One, I 
will keep the tension low and 
relaxed with funny impressions and 
fun surprises.

On stage- Samir suddenly leaps into a wide stance, sparkling 
jazz hands at his side. 

INT. BEDROOM - DAY

Samir now stands in front of his desk, the camera awkwardly 
focused from his pelvis up. 

SAMIR
Given proper...

He glances surreptitiously to his side, clearly reading off a 
script. Back up at the screen-

SAMIR (CONT’D)
-training, and sufficient-

Another glance.
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SAMIR (CONT’D)
-resources and- uh-

A final glance. 

SAMIR (CONT’D)
-facilities-

He rests his hands on his hips, pushes his chest out.

SAMIR (CONT’D)
I can be Superman!...

He gives us a “just joshin’ ya” smile. 

SAMIR (CONT’D)
I mean, a Mars Man. Thank you, and 
remember to-

A cardboard sign dangles down in front of the screen, 
Chandresh’s last job. It reads: VOTE FOR SAMIR SINGH. 

SAMIR (CONT’D)
(from behind the sign)

Well, you can read. And if you 
can’t, you probably shouldn’t be 
voting. 

The sign raises slightly until it no longer covers Samir’s 
pelvis. All we see is his pelvis, hands on his hips, the 
cardboard sign blocking out the rest of his body.

SAMIR (CONT’D)
Did you get it?

.... nothing but pelvis. 

BLACK. 

END.
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EXT. RESTAURANT PATIO - NIGHT

An iphone camera clicks on, jiggles into position looking up 
at the ghostly pale face of M1-KO (20s), a Polish kid with a 
short mohawk and an eyebrow piercing. 

He speaks to the camera in a thick Polish accent while 
glancing around him-

2N-MO
Hello earthlings, my name, loosely 
translated, is 2N-MO. I was born 
two hundred thousand, three hundred 
four years ago on Mars.

Behind him, other casual diners lean over tables at bleary-
eyed late-night dinners. He speaks with the calm, matter-of-
factness of a professor.  

2N-MO (CONT’D)
Deep in your pre-history, we 
Martians made an exciting discovery 
that the planet known as Earth 
could be habitable. After a 
rigorous selection process and 
training regimen, my teammates and 
I embarked on a one-way mission to 
earth. 

He glances up at a server beside his table, out of range of 
the camera’s video.

2N-MO (CONT’D)
(to the server)

Yes, could I get another glass of 
water please? 

Back to the camera-

2N-MO (CONT’D)
My task was to identify the most 
developed species on earth and 
learn the customary ways to 
interact with it. Surprise! That is 
you. 

A glass of water settles directly in front of the camera, 
along with a plate of pancakes topped with whipped cream. 

2N-MO (CONT’D)
Ah, yes.
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He sips the water intentionally, holding up his finger for 
the waiter to wait. He takes his time, watches the server 
over the rim of the glass as he gulps it down.

2N-MO (CONT’D)
Another please.

He pushes the empty glass out of the way- it joins a clump of 
6-7 other empty water glasses. Waves the server back suddenly-

2N-MO (CONT’D)
OH! And uh could I get some hot 
sauce with this? HOT sauce. The 
green kind if you have it. Thank 
you.

Tucks a napkin into his collar, digs in. The fact that he’s 
speaking with his mouth open and masticating his food at the 
same time is of no great concern to him. 

2N-MO (CONT’D)
Each of my teammates and I were 
given a thesis to complete- my 
particular research focus was 
confirming whether or not the most 
developed species’ members engage 
in combat with one another or 
maintain peace between each other 
and other species. 

He glances at nearby diners, pulls the camera in closer to 
him for privacy. 

2N-MO (CONT’D)
ALSO, I took great care recording 
whether or not the head species has 
developed maintenance programs for 
the general upkeep of their planet, 
or if they will freefall into self-
extermination like the population 
on Pluto. Let me tell you, the 
results I found were not positive 
for you. Though my research is top 
secret, I can promise you that I 
would strongly consider investing 
in magnetic air fuel. You haven’t 
invented it yet, but let this be a 
warning-

Another glass of water set down along with a bottle of bright 
green hot sauce. 
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2N-MO (CONT’D)
(to the camera)

You know you should drink more 
water when it’s cold out, that is a 
fact. 

A long lick up the length of the knife, he gathers the 
runaway whipped cream onto his tongue. Leans into the camera, 
clears his throat. 

2N-MO (CONT’D)
This brings me to why I want to go 
back to Mars with you. Well, you 
have finally reached the sweet spot 
in any planet’s development- where 
the general population’s curiosity 
about life on other planets aligns 
with the knowledge and technology 
to satiate your curiosity, and I 
would like to help you on your 
first pioneer mission to Mars 
BEFORE IT’S TOO LATE, if you get my 
drift.

He opens a sugar packet from the table and pours it into his 
mouth to join the whipped cream, gulps it down, smacks his 
lips. A large gulp of water. 

2N-MO (CONT’D)
Also, my teammates left and went 
back without me many years ago... I 
am not sure if they thought I was 
dead, I very clearly sent out the 
signal to say I was still alive but 
it appears that they did not see 
it. So, I need a ride back, but I 
promise I will make it worth your 
while. 

A wink into the camera. 

2N-MO (CONT’D)
But why should you take me, when 
you have other very good candidates 
also? Well, I know the topography 
of Mars very well. I was not one of 
those couch-potatoes, who sat at 
home on Mars all day watching radio 
waves. 

He uses his utensils to punctuate his points. 
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2N-MO (CONT’D)
I have climbed Olympus Mons, and 
trekked the dusty plains of 
Acidalia Planitia. You will need to 
know your way around, not only what 
your tiny satellite maps tell you, 
but those great vacation spots only 
locals know about. 

He douses the remainder of the pancakes in hot sauce. Knife 
and fork in hand, he digs in with the relish of someone who 
only has a few years left to eat pancakes and whipped cream 
with hot sauce.

2N-MO (CONT’D)
As I said, I know the hotspots, 
figuratively AND literally, such as 
where the geothermal sources are 
and-

He forks a particularly large mouthful in- glances up- then 
leans in even closer- his knife and fork point and waver for 
emphasis.

2N-MO (CONT’D)
Most importantly... a local secret-
under the subterranean layer of 
Mars lies an intelligent body of 
water that likes to play, shall we 
say, with the psyches of alien life 
forms. It is good to know how to 
deal with it, and let me say in my 
“college years”, as you say, I had 
a few too many experiences 
“dealing” with it.

He winks. The server bring the check and a final glass of 
water, but before he can leave-

2N-MO (CONT’D)
Yes, excuse me?

He downs the last glass of water, finishes a last bite and 
picks up the check-

2N-MO (CONT’D)
Do you take Martian currency?... 
Yes, MARS BUCKS... I assure you I 
can pay, just ascertaining the 
options for this instituion, I- 
nevermind, thank you, I know 
exactly what to do. 
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Back to the camera- he leans in so close we can see the 
glutinous pancake roll across his tongue. 

2N-MO (CONT’D)
Lastly, something fun about me? 
Well, I think it’s pretty obvious 
by now. 

He puts his knife and fork down, waggles all ten fingers at 
us.

2N-MO (CONT’D)
I’m ambidexturous!

He speaks between his upheld jazz hands. 

2N-MO (CONT’D)
So. Vote for 2N-MO to go to Mars. 
Otherwise, well, let’s just say... 
you might regret it. 

A bizarre, closed-mouth smile for emphasis. 

CUT TO BLACK.

END. 
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THE LOW, INTRODUCTORY DRONE OF A HARMONICA NOTE, FOLLOWED BY-

V.O.
(cheery, but mechanical)

Good morning, everyone, and welcome 
to Day 60 of your mission to Mars.

INT. SLEEPING POD - DAY

ANNIE (20s), adorable as her name, blinks open her big, 
altruistically blue eyes. 

Above her- a smooth, perfectly white, gleaming ceiling pod 
about 2 inches from her face. 

She turns her head-

Across from her- DEVON (30s), a geek barely in disguise, lies 
on his side in his pod, stares straight at her.

V.O.
As you wake up in the pristine 
environment of your new home-

When she catches him staring, he pretends to search for his 
glasses beside his sleep pod. She smiles benevolently at him, 
rolls out of her pod. 

V.O. (CONT’D)
-take a moment to appreciate your 
surroundings. 

Her feet land directly into perfectly placed slim white 
slippers. 

INT. HALLWAY - DAY

In the “pristine environment” of the gleaming white hallway, 
WENDY (20s), 100 lbs. of pure muscle, dressed in a plain 
white uniform, bends herself into a serene yoga position.

V.O.
You are the first inhabitants on 
this planet- mankind’s first step 
towards fully understanding and 
interacting with our incredible 
galaxy, the Milky Way.  

INT. WET AREA, SHOWERS - DAY

A hand adjusts a smooth, futuristic tap labelled H2O. 
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TRINA (20s), built like a Mack truck, has a tiny fragment of 
water-resistant fabric barely wrapped around her otherwise 
naked body. She fiddles with the tap in the shower pod- 
hardly wide enough for her line-backer shoulders. 

V.O.
You are encouraged at this point to 
pat yourselves on the back for your 
heroics. 

A low harmonica drone punctuates this line. 

INT. WET AREA, KITCHEN - DAY

This might be the most sparkling and minimalistic room yet- 
all bright and clean, shiny and uncluttered. 

Zane (40s), an out-of-shape Professor Snape look-a-like, 
takes a small white cup from a cupboard of other small white 
cups, holds it under the counter- presses a discreet button. 

V.O.
You’re in a unique situation as the 
pioneering Mars One crew, to set 
the standards for the rest of 
humanity when we eventually and 
inevitably follow you.

Beside Zane, ECHO (60s), a regal ball of energy, gracefully 
takes out a bowl and places it on the counter. She opens a 
cupboard and reaches in-   

INT. SLEEPING POD - DAY

Annie struggles into a bulky, Michelin-man Mars suit, with 
Devon struggling into one beside her.

V.O.
You have the incredible honor of 
representing our species, homo 
sapiens, at our best: kind-

They awkwardly bump into one another as they attempt to 
dress, barely enough space to raise their arms. 

ANNIE
Sorry-

Forced, polite smile.

DEVON
Sorry-

2.

(c) WOMPUS PRINT, LLC 2018



Tight, more-like-a-grimace-than-a-smile smile. 

V.O.
Intuitive-

Suddenly, SAMIR (30), literally the jolliest man on the 
planet right now, rolls off an upper sleeping pod bunk into 
the middle of Annie and Devon, sends them lurching to the 
side like bowling pins. 

SAMIR
Morning, guys!

Annie and Devon peel themselves off the ground as well as you 
can in a Michelin-man suit, grumbling. 

INT. WET AREA, SHOWERS - DAY

Trina is in the shower- the tiniest trickle of water 
pathetically drips out of the faucet.

V.O.
Intelligent-

Trina bangs her hand against the faucet repeatedly-

TRINA
COME ON! COME TO MAMA!

V.O.
Brave-

The water suddenly bursts out in a surge for a second- 

TRINA
(shrieking)

AHH! COLD! AHH! NO! MOTHER!

She tries to shield the water from her body. 

INT. HALLWAY - DAY

Wendy is bent into a down dog yoga position- Samir lopes up 
behind her in the hallway.

V.O.
Thoughtful-

We now understand the scale of the hallway- it can barely fit 
tiny Wendy, let alone two people at once.
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Samir attempts to slide behind Wendy- he squishes himself 
into the wall to do so-

SAMIR
Scuuuse me-

He drags her body along with him-

WENDY
Samir-

SAMIR
Just.. squeezing.. by..

Her butt gets mashed against him - she braces herself with 
hands on either side of the hallway- he makes things worse by 
trying not to touch her. 

INT. WET AREA, KITCHEN

What is supposed to be coffee slugs out of a dispenser into 
Zane’s cup. It’s a piddly little cup of oily-looking brown 
sludge.

ZANE
God damn it.

V.O.
And last but not least-

Zane smacks the side of the machine. One single drop drips 
out.

V.O. (CONT’D)
Innovative.

Zane picks the coffee up, swirls it in his mouth like mouth 
wash, and leans over Echo to spit the coffee into the sink.

V.O. (CONT’D)
Of course with great heroism comes 
great responsibility-

Echo glances at him in disgust- 

ECHO
Zane, must you-

She stirs a strange, gluey grey mess in the bowl, a ripped 
packet labelled EGGS beside it. 

She tastes it, recoils with revulsion. 
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ECHO (CONT’D)
They’ve sent chimps to space, you’d 
think they’d be able to manage 
chickens. 

V.O.
-and you are expected to represent 
our race with courage and a level 
head-

Annie and Devon lumber into the kitchen in their Mars suits. 

ZANE
Uh, uh- I’m on rover duty today.

Devon shakes his head.

DEVON
Check the log.

ZANE
I did. 

DEVON
The updated log. 

ZANE
I did!

Annie yanks a wedgie down out of her suit.

ANNIE
They changed it last night. 

ZANE
Why??

DEVON
Cuz they can.

ZANE
God damn jack-asses!

V.O.
-avoiding the petty disagreements 
that plagued our earth with war and 
environmental degradation. 

Devon reaches around Zane for a small coffee cup.

ZANE
All out.
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DEVON
What?? How??

ZANE
Rations. 

DEVON
You’ve got to be kidding me. What 
is this, sub-saharan Africa?

He jabs at the coffee button-

Samir wanders into the kitchen, followed by Wendy. 

SAMIR
(cheerily)

Gooood morning every-

ANNIE
It’s out of coffee.

SAMIR
God damn it!

WENDY
That battery acid wreaks havoc on 
your stomach, and with your 
digestion problems, Zane?

Zane puts his hand on his butt self-consciously.

ZANE
I don’t-

Trina stomps into the kitchen, soaking wet, still holding 
only the scrap of towel fabric over her body.

EVERYONE
Aw, Trina!/God!/I’m eating!

TRINA
Who used the rest of the soap and 
didn’t replace it??

They can barely all fit in the room, shoulder to shoulder-
Devon whacks at the coffee machine- Annie covers her ears-

TRINA (CONT’D)
I’m SERIOUS! If someone doesn’t 
‘fess up-

Wendy reaches around Echo, opens the cupboard to reveal sad 
stacks of grey packets labelled EGGS- her arm pushes Echo’s 
face down into her bowl.
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ECHO
Watch it!

Trina waves her arm in the air for attention, the towel slips 
a bit more-

TRINA
I’m going to ask one more time-

Samir covers his eyes.

SAMIR
God, Trina- have some decency-

V.O
And, finally, crew mates- drum 
roll, please-

Everyone glares up at the speaker in the corner of the room.

TRINA
Would someone tell him to-

ZANE
I’m going to rip that kid’s-

SAMIR
That idiot’s got to-

ECHO
Oh for the love of-

From the speaker, a harmonica note announces the final 
statement- but goes horribly screechy at the end, blowing the 
speaker out-

Their hands shoot up to cover their ears-

EVERYONE
AGH!!

The whole grumbling lot turn toward the door as one mass- 

V.O.
You are encouraged to begin the 
morning with gratitude for the 
tireless team back on Earth-

they can’t all squeeze through- stuck in a clump, they pop 
into the hallway like popcorn, stumbling to the ground, 
stepping over each other-

INT. COMMUNICATIONS (COMM) ROOM - DAY

COLIN (20), for whom the term idiot savant was penned, sits 
at a gleaming table of buttons, speakers, screens- he leans 
into a microphone, reads from a book, a harmonica beside him.

7.
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COLIN
(into the microphone)

And whose sacrifice at home is just 
as great, since at the end of a 
hard day keeping you alive, they 
must return home to their loving 
families, and do not get the great 
privilege of glimpsing the sun’s 
glint off the red Mars soil as they 
drift off to sleep in their king-
size beds-

The door bursts open- the angry mob of fellow crew mates 
attempt to squeeze in.

DEVON
Colin, you’ve got to quit it with 
this shit, man-

COLIN
(protesting)

But the manual says someone has to 
read it every morning-

Trina yanks the manual from his desk-

TRINA
What they don’t know, won’t hurt 
‘em.

She holds the book over her head like a football.

TRINA (CONT’D)
Samir! Go long!

Samir books it down the hall, Trina winds up and tosses the 
book.

COLIN
But guys!...

The others follow the book’s trajectory out into the hall, 
whooping and catcalling.

Colin sits all alone in the fancy-schmancy tech room.

He clears his throat, taps the mic.

COLIN (CONT’D)
(in his best cool jazz 
radio voice)
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Now for all you still listening out 
there, here’s a little something to 
set the mood on this fine bright 
Mars morning-

He lifts his harmonica to his lips-

CUT TO BLACK.

END. 
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A LOUD, HIGH-PITCHED, ANNOYING-AS-HELL BEEP.

INT. HYDROPONICS POD - DAY

Bent over the tiniest leaf shoot, SAMIR (30), jolliest man on 
the planet, looks up over his glasses.

ANOTHER BEEP. 

He glances around behind him at ECHO (60s), a ball of 
condensed energy- she holds a clipboard next to a glowing 
rack of hydroponic plants. 

SAMIR
That’s not coming from in here is 
it?

Echo glances up at the ceiling, frowns, shakes her head ‘no’. 

BEEP. 

They both cringe.

INT. ENVIRONMENTAL CONTROL & LIFE SUPPORT SYSTEM POD (ECLSS) - 
DAY

TRINA (20s), built like a Mack truck & sweating like a horse, 
pounds a load of red Martian soil into a container with a 
shovel- wires & gauges & monitors snake across the humid 
room.

TRINA
GET- IN- THERE- YOU- MOTHER-

BEEP.

She stops, looks around for the source. Nothing. She leans 
into a gauge, humidity pearled on the surface. She scrubs it 
off, taps it, looks at it- shrugs. Seems normal. 

She raises her arms up to body slam the pile of soil- just as 
she’s about to let ‘er rip-

BEEP.

TRINA (CONT’D)
WHAT THE FU-

(c) WOMPUS PRINT, LLC 2018



INT. WET AREA, SHOWERS - DAY

WENDY (20s), 105 lbs. of pure muscle, stands under the 
dripping drivel of a shower head- she might as well be 
squeezing a sponge over her body with the amount of pressure 
it gives.

Her head tilted back- she coaxes the thin stream- twists the 
nozzle as if that’ll make a difference. 

WENDY
Oh yeah, that’s right baby, come to 
Mama-

An extra spurt of water- she takes advantage of it, scrubs 
herself down with some sort of hygienic oil-

WENDY (CONT’D)
(muttering)

It’s just not the same without the 
suds.

She closes her eyes under the stream as she soaps her face-

BEEP.

She opens her eyes involuntarily- soap streams into them.

WENDY (CONT’D)
AGH!

She scrubs at her face, slips against the side of the shower, 
tries to grasp the side, wacks her head, slides to the ground 
in a squealing crash.

She sits stunned for a moment, her eyes closed against the 
soap, groping in front of her. 

BEEP.

WENDY (CONT’D)
Hello??

EXT. MARS ROVER - DAY

ZANE (40s), an out-of-shape Professor Snape lookalike, taps 
on a monitor inside the cramped rover. 

ZANE
Hello?... Hel- fuck- hello?

From the speaker, a dainty woman’s voice comes in 
unintelligible spurts-
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VOICE (O.S.)
Can you... BEEP... dangerous.... In 
the... BEEP...

Zane pulls his Mars Suit helmet off, presses a button on the 
speaker. 

ZANE
Annie! ANNIE! I can’t hear you for 
fuck’s sake-

VOICE (O.S.)
In the... BEEP.... Careful... BEEP-

ZANE
Damn it all to hell-

He smacks the speaker- it fuzzes loudly.

Zane looks out the rover window in front of him- outside- a 
fully suited COLIN romps around a camp of solar panels. 
Surrounding them- nothing but the planet Mars. 

Colin strikes ridiculous poses next to each panel- the 
thinking man, Hercules-

Zane pounds on the rover window. 

ZANE (CONT’D)
Just dust them off, Colin! That’s 
all-

A BEEP blasts from the speaker- Zane covers his ears. 

ZANE (CONT’D)
AGH!

Colin pretends to “walk down the stairs” behind one of the 
panels. 

ZANE (CONT’D)
COLIN, you-!

He pounds on the rover window again- BEEP from the speaker-

ZANE (CONT’D)
FOR THE LOVE OF-

He jams his fingers on all the buttons on the panel- suddenly 
the comm speaker bursts into clarity-

VOICE (O.S.)
-dangerous if you don’t come in 
soon because of the storm. 
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Zane leans forward.

ZANE
What? What’s that Annie? I can’t-

SPEAKER
BEEP.

INT. COMMUNICATIONS (COMM) POD - DAY

ANNIE (20s), embodies her sweet-as-honey name, presses a 
tentative finger to a speaker. Around her, a smooth white 
wall of monitors, speakers, dials, gauges, etc.

ANNIE
Zane? Are you-

BEEP.

ANNIE (CONT’D)
CAN YOU HEAR ME?

ZANE’S VOICE (O.S.)
(garbled)

Fucking piece of- ;sfljnf- shit 
pieces of- ljadljknsf-

BEEP. 

DEVON (30s) a geek barely in disguise, pokes his head into 
the room.

DEVON
Annie, what the hell?

ANNIE
I don’t know! None of my monitors 
are flashing or anything so I can’t 
tell where it’s coming from!

Devon steps into the room and leans over her shoulder to 
look.

DEVON
Did you try-

He raises his hand to a button.

ANNIE
NOT THAT ONE!

She corrects herself back to politeness.
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ANNIE (CONT’D)
Not that one, that’s not- no. 

BEEP.

Samir and Echo slide into the cramped room.

SAMIR
Annie, what’s going on?

ANNIE
I don’t know! It’s- I don’t think 
it’s coming from any of my-

ECHO
It isn’t from hydroponics. 

ZANE’S VOICE (O.S.)
(garbled)

SHITTY FUCKING- gjlaj- COLIN- kaf- 
ASSHOLE FUCKING-asdas-

Annie depresses a speaker button to speak back to him-

BEEP.

ZANE’S VOICE (O.S.) (CONT’D)
FUCK!

She lets her finger off. 

ANNIE 
Maybe we should-

Trina opens the door-

TRINA
Yo, Annie-

There’s no more room- she squeezes herself in anyway, 
oblivious to everyone’s protests. They all uncomfortably 
press up against each other. 

ANNIE
I don’t know, Trina-

TRINA
Call ground control. 

Everyone immediately protests-

DEVON
They’ll just start asking for all 
our updates-
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SAMIR
We don’t want to bother them with 
such silly-

ECHO
Always meddling in our-

ANNIE
No, she’s right- we should- it 
could be something important-

BEEP. 

Everyone covers their ears, exclaiming in annoyance.

ANNIE (CONT’D)
Okay, okay, let’s-

She dials and presses buttons and then turns a speaker on.

ANNIE (CONT’D)
(her big girl voice)

Mars One Crewmate 6 to Ground 
Control, over. 

BEEP.

Wendy, her head wrapped in a towel, pokes her head in.

EVERYONE
THERE’S NO ROOM!

WENDY
Okay, God, you don’t have to-

BEEP. 

GROUND CONTROL (O.S.)
Ground control to Mars One- go 
ahead. 

ANNIE
Hi, yeah, there’s this-

BEEP.

From the speaker, ground control personnel protest the loud 
beep inevitably blasting through their headphones. 

ANNIE (CONT’D)
Beeping? And we can’t figure out-

GROUND CONTROL (O.S.)
Have you tried hydroponics?
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Samir and Echo twist their bodies to be able to lean into the 
speaker.

SAMIR/ECHO
It’s not us/Not our problem.

BEEP. 

Ground control swearing/exclaiming in annoyance. They clearly 
don’t want to be a part of this.

GROUND CONTROL
How are your H2O levels?

TRINA
FINE!

The others lean away from her booming voice.

TRINA (CONT’D)
ALL FINE ON MY END!

ANNIE
We thought maybe you’d know another 
reason why-

BEEP.

Ground control mutter and protest- the sounds of headsets 
being stripped off, voices mute. One remaining voice-

GROUND CONTROL (O.S.)
Yeah, we’re going to suggest you 
check the manual, Crewmate 6. 

Annie glances around at her compatriots. They all look 
blankly back at her. She depresses the speaker button-

ANNIE
The- I’m sorry, the manual? Like 
just the general-

BEEP.

GROUND CONTROL
Ground control to Mars One- out.

ANNIE
No, no- Mars One IN! What if it’s 
something serious?? Hello?? Mars 
One IN!

The ground control speaker fizzles off. 
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The crew all look at each other- now what? 

INT. WET AREA, KITCHEN - DAY

The group hunches over a giant, comically massive book with 
the title “MANUAL”. Annie flips it open- the table of 
contents itself is fifty pages long.

BEEP.

TRINA
That’s it- I’m gonna-

She grabs a piece of cutlery from the kitchen, begins to 
wander around, looking for the offending beep origin.

BEEP.

She spins wildly, smashes the cutlery into a nearby speaker.

GROUP
NO!/TRINA!/NOT THAT!

She looks at them smugly. Problem solv-

BEEP. 

She wields the cutlery again, wild-

Samir leaps to her, gently lowers her cutlery arm. 

SAMIR
Let’s take a few deep breaths and 
then let ourselves be guided to the 
source-

LOUDEST BEEP YET.

SAMIR (CONT’D)
FOR THE LOVE OF GANESH!

They all arm themselves with various kitchen tools-

DEVON
LET’S SPLIT UP!

INT. POD CORRIDOR - DAY

Wendy ducks and rolls into the corridor like a secret agent- 
wields a spatula. 

Samir pokes his head around the corner. They wait and listen-
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BEEP. They spin wildly- no source apparent.

INT. SLEEPING PODS - DAY

Annie and Devon back to back, as if surrounded by an 
invisible enemy- their kitchen weapons held out. 

BEEP.

They both spin towards each other- weapons held out to the 
other person. 

They sheepishly drop their weapons, suddenly embarrassed. 

INT. POD CORRIDOR - DAY

Trina and Echo crawl on their hands and knees down the 
corridor-

BEEP.

They both pause to listen... continue crawling-

BEEP.

They both stop again. Nothing. 

INT. COMM ROOM - DAY

BEEP. 

The whole gang crashes into the room together, wild-eyed- 
they eye each other crazily- no success.

BEEP. 

They swat at light switches, panels-

BEEP. 

Trina smacks Samir over the head- he glowers at her-

BEEP. 

Echo leans over Wendy to smack a dial- Wendy crumples to the 
floor under her-

BEEP. 

Suddenly- the door crashes open-
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Zane, his Mars Suit undone to his waist, charges into the 
room like a bull- knocks them over like bowling pins-

BEE- Zane leans down and yanks a fat cord plugged into the 
wall. The ‘beep’ shuts off mid-beep.

A collective sigh of relief- they look around at each other, 
a bit shell-shocked. A moment of perfect beautiful gorgeous 
silence. 

Annie clears her throat.

ANNIE
That’s actually- we’re going to 
have to plug that back in so we can 
hear emergency-

GROUP
NO!/Annie/God/Never!

The door slides open once more- a peppy Colin pops in.

COLIN
Guys! What a gorgeous day out 
there! If I didn’t know that the 
sun could kill us at this range, 
I’d have been out there in my 
trunks getting a tan on my pasties! 
I LOVE panel duty, I can’t BELIEVE 
no one else wants to do it!

He notices the glum, sweating, crazy-eyed bunch in front of 
him, still recovering. He then frowns-

COLIN (CONT’D)
Annie, I’m surprised you missed 
this- the comm cable is unplugged-

He leans down to pick up the unplugged cord, before anyone 
can stop him, he touches the prongs of it to the outlet.

BEEE-

BLACK OUT.

END.
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